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HEY, YO! 
YOU GOTTA 
KNOW HOW 
TO READ 








IT AIN’T EASY 
FINDIN’ THE 
RIGHT SONGS 

YOU SURE = TO MATCH THE 
FEELING IN 

THE CROWD, 



























THE FIGHT 




















BETWEEN 
THOSE REQUEST 
SIBLINGS. MIGHT 
QUITE 
POSSIBLY 
HAVE 













SPARKED... 



























I THOUGHT 









THIS WAS MY 
CHANCE WHEN ' 

THAT KONGMING IT’S ALWAYS 
GUY CAME BY BEEN A DREAM 






OF MINE TO MAKE 
MUSIC WITH MY 
BROTHER AND 
SISTER... 






AND ASKED US 
TO WRITE A FEW 
SONGS FOR HIM, 
SO I JUST TOOK 
THE JOB WITHOUT 
THINKING... 





















OH... 
YEAH, I DO 
FEEL A BIT 

RESPON- 
SIBLE FOR 
THE WHOLE 

FIGHT, 





BUT THE 
BOTH OF THEM 
GOT REAL MAD 
AT ME FOR NOT 

DISCUSSING 
IT WITH THEM 





SNIFF 
SNIFF... 












































INDEED. KONGMING? 
BUT FIRST, CAN’T WE DO 
WE SHOULD SOMETHING 
SPEAK WITH TO HELP 
THE OTHER THEM OUT? 


TWO. 










OH/ 
THANKS, 
THAT’D BE 




































OH, 

St | EIKO- 

HMM? i — - CHIN/ 
BUT, mS J ISAW 
WHAT A | | ~~ YOUR 
SHAME... \ J} VIDEO! 


THE ONE 
WITH YOU 
RIGHT IN 
FRONT 
OH OF 109/ 


MY GOSH, 
YOU’RE 
SO MUCH 
SMALLER 
IN PERSON/ 




















I WOULD’VE 
BEEN ABLE 

TO WRITE A 
WAY BETTER 
SONG THAN 
THAT! 
























ALL DAMN... SHE'S 
RIGHT, A NATURAL AT 
NOW PISSIN’ PEOPLE 
THAT OFF. oo 
LEMME THAT’S 
INVITE DECID- 


YOU ALL ED... 
OVER 
TO MY 

HOOOME! 











COLLECTION 
YOU HAVE 
HERE MUST 
BE WORTH NO 
LESS THAN 
A HUNDRED 
MILLION 


HUNDRED 
MIL?! 




































































ALL 
WE’VE GOT IS 
A RECORDING 

STUDIO AND 
A SOUND- 
PROOF ROOM. 








BUT IT’S 
NOT LIKE 
WE HAVE A 
POOL OR 
A BOWLING 
ALLEY! 





























































































































































































































































































































HE’S SUPER TAKUMI-KUN, 

SMART AND AT THE TOP 
HE EVEN THERE CAN 
TEACHES PLAY DRUMS, 


AT THE PERCUSSION, 
UNIVERSITY ANYTHING! 


SOMETIMES. 




















TOKA- SHE'S MY 
AND, CHAN‘S ESPECIALLY SISTER, 
UMM... MUSIC IS GOOD AT TOKA- 
GREAT, JAMMING IT CHAN, 
TOO... OUT WITH PLAYS 
OTHER PIANO. 
PEOPLE. 

















SHE CAN 
MATCH AND 
PERFORM 
WITH ANYONE. 
I’VE NEVER 
SEEN HER GET 
TRIPPED UP/ 





































~QVSBL‘EDO 


THIS IS 
ONE OF 
TOKA- 
CHAN’S 
SONGS! 


GOES 
SOME- 
THING 
LIKE 
THIS... 


















MY 2 THAT'S 
SPECIAL- pear 
TY’S THE CHAN, 


YOU PLAY 
SAX! PIANO 


TOO, 






I QUIT 
PIANO WHEN 
I WAS STILL 
A LITTLE 

GIRL! 





WOW... 
NOW THAT’S 
TALENT... 





























\ 


TAKUMI- 
KUN! 


0 
















aay) ') 
WAKATSUKI FAMILY FIRST/SON \ 


>TAKUMI WAKATSUK 



















IS THAT 
THE GUY WHO 
ASKED US TO 





I TOLD YOU 

















acoicpaea WRITE SOME 

TO STOP HIM2 
ASSOCIATING 

YOURSELF 







WITH 
WEIRDOS. 



















































I HAVEN’T 
ANNOUNCED 
IT ANYWHERE 
YET. 





INTRODUCE 


YOU TO SOME- 
ONE ELSE, BUT 


YOU NEED TO 
LEAVE FOR 
NOW. 






( WHERE DID MICHI- 
BR (LY YOU HEAR RU... 
. é f Sex WA THAT SONG 

QS oe YOU WERE 

; bY PLAYING 


JUST NOW? 





YOU 
IN THE PLAYED 


PRACTICE / 
poom. |! ONCE: 
DOWN- 


L\ STAIRS. 





YOU 
LEARNED 
IT FROM 
JUST 
THAT ONE 
TIME? 





















MY SISTER 
HAS CAUSED 


re re YOU QUITE 


ee SOME 






















| BUT PLEASE 
UNDERSTAND. 
WE DON’T 
HAVE THE TIME 
TO BE WRITING 
MUSIC FOR 
SOME NO- 
NAME ARTIST. 


) TROUBLE. 





















f 








2 4 = OH, 
we Ge Oh, 
: (A. NO-NAME 
ARTIST, 
_' ' FINE, : 
"y ae | WHATEVER! HUH? 
YT KONGMING, 
LET'S SPLIT! 
















IS THAT 
DADDY 
ON THE 
LINE? PUT 
se HIM ON 
dad = \ SPEAKER/ 


ae” 


























LADY EIKO, 
LET US TAKE 
OUR LEAVE. 
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Why couldn't 
the three 
of you play 
together? 
Why do you 
have to 
always be 

Fighting? 


You will 
all settle 
this with 

a concert! 




















As I 
suggested 
Gefore... 





I took 
the time to 
organize that 
concert for 
you three, 
and you turn 
around and 
cancel it 
because of 
some petty 

fight? 























Ligh... 
I'm sick 
of all this 
bickering. 


The fosers 
will never Ge 
allowed ta 
step foot in 
the house 
again. That 












have to see 
the siblings 
that you hate 
so much 
anymare, 
right? 


le EES SESE 








































































limitations. .. 


venue, with 
the same 
SINger... 





Lill give 
everything— 
the house, 
the fortune, 
the fame-to 











at the same 





















the person 
who performs 
the Gest 
that day. 









flow stop 
wasting my 
time. The 
three of you 
will decide 
on 2a venue 


IF nat, I'm 
donating 
that house 


to charity. 4nd a singer 
today. 


Once 
everything's 
decided, fet 

US ABOUT | | me &4now. 
OUR L Il Ge in the 
OPINIONS! | | audience. 











WE GOTTA 
FIND A 
VENUE AND 


DAMN IT, I’LL a al 
TRY ASKING = 


SOME OF MY 


FRIENDS... Na 


NO WAY! I’M 
NOT LETTING 
YOU CHOOSE 
SOMEONE YOU 
KNOW! YOU’RE 
GONNA CHEAT! 























YOU WILL/ 
REMEMBER 
| WHEN WE DREW 
STRAWS? 
YOU MADE 
ALL OF MINE 









FINE/ THEN 
YOU'RE NOT 











PARDON PLEASE 





ME JUST STOP Oeocee 
ARGUING... SOMEONE 
YOU KNOW, 
EITHER/ 






| I’YMNOT 
~ | LIKE YOU/ 
I DON’T 
CHEAT! 








| WN 


















MSO \NA A ) IF YOU'RE 
SORRY! LOOKING FOR 
WE HEARD \ A STAGE AND 


YOU GUYS @ A SONG- 
YELLING... —— rr STRESS... 


THEN 
I CAN 
PROVIDE 
BOTH. YOU 
NEED ONLY 
ASK. 


































































































































































































y) IS THAT 


TRUE? 
YOU CAN 
GET US 
A PLACE 

- \ AND AN 
\ ARTIST? 





BOF 





HAVE A 
CHOICE! 


y 


SUCK IT 


4 


U 


TAKUMI- 
KUN, 


-= 


YEAH 


WE’LL 


’ 


WIN 
ee a SEENG 


I’M 
TO ALL 
OF THIS/ 


SONGS. 


TOKA- 
CHAN... 


‘T 
/ 


DON 


YOUR 
PROMISE 



















_IM THE OLVEST SON 
- ANDIT'S MY DUTY 
TO FROTECT THE 
WAKATSUK/ FAMILY 
NAME... 





























/F I WIN, 
YEAH, I WOULD THE THREE OF 
WANT NOTHING US WILL WORK 
MORE! TOGETHER TO 
4 CREATE NEW 


MUSIC! 





y 


I’LL WIN THIS THIN 



















































































































































































Er 


WE COULDN 


GET THEM 
TO BURY THE 
HATCHET, HUH... 








CHAPTER 3) END 






























































IvS 








FINALLY 
THE DAY... 


SIBLINGS Ne 




















BUT, FROM WHAT. 
‘I CAN,TELLFALL 

THREE OF, THEM 
ARE AMAZING 





























OR ELSE BUT I NEED 
ZI WON'T GET THE MICHIRU TO 
SONGS I NEED WIN... 
7O PERFORM AT 


SUMMER SONIA... 














uapTeR 3] The Wakatsuki Siblings Collab Concert 





































OH, 
LADY EIKO. | 
KOZO YOU’VE 
WAKATSUKI. 4 EDs i er 
THE RIGHT 
TIME. 


~_ i Z THIS IS THE 
YOU MUST BE 5 x © RESPECTABLE 


THEIR SINGER, i Mee aRinee 


EIKO-KUN... a WAKATSUKI 
fy L (| SIBLINGS... 



































MY 
APOLOGIES. MY 
D))) FAN IDIOT CHILDREN 
ACTUALLY YOU INTO THEIR 


REALLY ¥ fe : . we SQUABBLE. 
EXCITED TO 2 





I’M TRULY 
I ORGANIZED EMBAR- 


THE WHOLE 
CONCERT FOR BRSoEE ss: 
THEM AND THEY 
RUINED IT WITH 
THEIR STUBBORN 
ARGUMENTS... 

































WHAT'S 
WORSE, I 
HEAR THEY 
rM EVEN WENT 


BACK ON 
eSpRy.” THEIR WORD 



















ABOUT 
eee WRITING 
THINKS HER MUSIC FOR 
GET YOU DECISIONS YOU? 
YOUR MUSIC THROUGH.. 
REGARDLESS 
OF WHO WINS. 













SO PLEASE, 
LET THEM BATTLE 
















IT OUT FAIR AND HE \ 

SQUARE. DON’T DOESN'T 

FAVOR MICHIRU HAVE 
PERFORM, 


ALL RIGHT? 




















WAS MY 
PLAN ALL 
ALONG! 
I DIDN’T 
NEED YOU 
TO TELL 
ME THAT! 








YW 
WHAT THE HECK?. 
WHY DOES HE ACT SO 
\ COLD TOWARDS THEM? 
THEY'RE HIS C 





THEIR 
POOR 
MOTHER... 
SHE’D BE 
DEVASTAT- 
ED IF SHE 
WAS STILL 
ALIVE. 

















I 
WONDER 
ABOUT 
THAT... 


IF THEY’RE 
NEVER /N THE 
SAME ROOM, 

THEY’LL 
NEVER FIGHT 
AGAIN... 


RE 


THAT GIRL’S 
MY THREE GOT SPUNK. 


KIDS START 
FIGHTING 
THE MOMENT 
THEY’RE ALL 
IN THE SAME 








BUT THAT 
ALL ENDS 
TODAY. 


I’M KICKING 
—— THE LOSERS 
OUT OF THE 

HOUSE. 





LOAD OF 
BALONEY. 





Let's get 
started!! 














= 


Si OS, 


ze 


Give it up 
for the 
Wakatsubki 
Siblings 
and Eiko'’s 
collaho- 
ration 
concert! 















i] ACCORDING 
TO MY 
DIVINATION... 





‘A FOND 
PAST” AND 
‘A GATHERING” 
AWAIT IN YOUR 
FAMILY’S 
FUTURE. 





























































































































































































































ook 


TAKUMI/S 
FIRST, 
EH 



















THE MIX THAT 

















OF RAW REMINDS 
RHYTHM ME. I THINK 
AND SYN- HE WAS THE 

THESIZER ONE WHO 
“—s SUGGESTED 
GOING WITH 

ELECTRO 





ON THE SWING... 
SURFACE, THE 
GENRE IS LIKE 

OIL AND WATER... 

BUT IF BLENDED 
WELL, THE 
OUTCOME IS 
TRULY BREATH- 















COMBINING \ 
P ooeuL an 
ITHAS A ° 
CLEVERNESS “tncens” 
THAT SUITS THAT NEVER 
TAKUMI TO MISS THEIR 


THE CORE. 


















































































































































































SHE CAN |Z 
DECIPHER 

EXACTLY : lh ue 
TEAMMATES RESEMBLES 

HER MOTHER. 

WANT TO DO 

IN A MATTER 
OF SECONDS. 


SHE’S 
A MULTI- 
TALENTED 
PLAYER, ABLE 
TO CHANGE 
HERSELF TO 
MATCH THE 
OTHERS ON 
THE STAGE. 


LOOK HOW 





BUT SHE’S 
SOMETIMES 
TOO TALENTED. a 

Pa alas COMFORTABLE 
HER STAGE~ WS THAT SINGER 

MATES MAKES ‘ LOOKS WITH 
Ubscersiga areal / | HER SONGS 
HER TO SHINE. eS | 













YEAH? WHY 
DON’T YOU 
an, QUIT WITH THE oe 
ne SMALL TALK ee ce:.. 
Sere AND FOCUS 
ne ON POURING 
ME ANOTHER 
DRINK? / 
ENG Oe 
or /\\ \| you UNDER- 
| | STAND your 
\/ CHILDREN 
\ WELL. 






ys, ; 
















































































































































































































































































NOT AT 
ALL. 

















I JUST 
MERELY 
HAVE A 
TASK TO 
FULFILL. 


Last uf, 
we've 
got the 
youngest 
of the 
siOlings... 





Weaka- 
tsuKimi!! 

































\ 
KONGMING, 
DID YOU 
PRACTICE 
PROPERLY 
FOR THIS? 


=e) 




















UHH... 






YEAH, I 
eu WHAT?E 
TELL... WERE 
STARTING 
THERE?! | 
BUT THAT’S 
NOT WHAT 





WE RE- 
(, HEARSED! 
































































































































































IT’S SO 
we! DIFFERENT 
FROM THE 
OTHER TWO 

SONGS... | 

















IT’S 
DEFINITELY 
DIFFERENT, | | \\ 
BUT... [ai 
























































o=~ pF THAT'S 

LD) Sy MICHIRU’S 
STRONGEST 
WEAPON... 


YEAH, HER 
PERFORMANCE 
IS COOL, BUT... 


MICHIRU’S 
GONNA WIN. 


THERE’S NO 
CHANCE... 




































































AND 
ALSO HER 
GREATEST 

WEAKNESS. 


COMPARED 
TO THE OTHER 
TWO, SHE’S 
A BIT... 


THIS IS TERRIBLE... 
HER PERFORMANCE, 
THE SONG, AND THE 
TRACK’S NOT BLENDING 
WELL AT ALL... 

















\E 


——= 






























































YEAH, THE 
WHOLE SONG’S 
FALLIN’ APART. 

IT’S A MESS. 


THE WAY 
THE HORN 
CAME INTO 
THE SONG 
SCREWED 

IT UP... 









































KONGMING, 
STOP! THAT'S 
A TOTALLY 
DIFFERENT 


SONG! 
YOWRE 


MIHING! PLAYING 
THE WRONG 




































































KONGMING. .. 
YOWRE 
PLAYING THE 
WRONG SONG! | 





























SATORI- 
SAN? I KONG- 
7S oP SAW HIM MING... 
JUST A HE’S 
MISTAKE. MOMENT MESSING 
UP.../ 
THAT’S WHY 
I SAID WE 
SHOULD’VE 
USED SATORI 
» INSTEAD! 


cA 



















COMBINING 
THE TWO 
SONGS AND 
CREATING A 
MASHUP... 











IT’S LIKE A 
SAMPLE OF 
THE SONGS 
WE WERE 
JUST 
PLAYING. 


















MICHIRU 
WOULD NEVER 
BE ABLE TO fo 
COME UP WITH J 
SOMETHING =< 
SO INTRICATE 
HERSELF... 


AGUiennied 
nay 




















SEAR 
SSSA 
SOAR NARRATE ALT 
AERTS TE 
RM 
MA 
SR 
AAT TLE 

ANU Wt 

x St 

A 

AM 

AN 




















WHYDO YOU WHY COULDN'T 
THREE WAVE . / THE THREE 
TOALWAYS BE ay OF YOU PLAY 
FIGHTING? TOGETHER? 






YOU'RE NOT. GOING 
7O:TRICK ME WITH: 
eg nee 
“7 
‘\ 


























_ AFTER A SAMPLING 
OF THE TWO EARLIER 

SONGS, HE’S NOW 
OING AN IMPROMPTU 





ZI OIONM’T KNOW 
KONGMING 
COULD DO THIS! 













KONGM/NG! 
HEY! STOP 
/T! YOU 
GOTTA PLAY 

MICHIRU'S 







WHEREBY I 
CONQUER... 
















BUT WHAT 
NONE CAN 
SEE IS THE 
STRATEGY 













*FROM CHAPTER 6 OF SUN TZU’S ART OF WAR, ALTHOUGH THE ENEMY 
CAN SEE THAT I HAD WON, NONE CAN UNDERSTAND WHY. 













































™ AMASHUP WITH 
TAKLUMI-KLIN AND 
4% | TOKA-CHANS 
LES PMUSICE 












































WHOA! 
CRAZY! 

SHE’S 
JOINING 

THE MASH- 

UP WITH 
HER OWN 
IMPROV! 





SAX ISN’T 
MESHING 
WITH THE 
BACKGROUND 
TRACK... 


WHENEVER WE WERE 
ONSTAGE, TOGETHER, 


| (2: yy wt 1] 














IS KINDA 
BAD... 


THE 
MISMATCH 


THEIR SONGS, SO 
OF COURSE IT’D 
START LOOPING... 


N 
R 
y 
x 
: 
Wy 
NY 
n 


GOT A SAMPLE OF 


7 
Zz 
a 
zy 
a 
we 
ig 
Fi 
Zz 
TT 
(U) 


OF SYNC WITH THE MUSIC! 
THAT GIRL DOESN'T HAVE THE 


HABIT AGAIN OF GOING OUT 
CHOPS TO MATCH HERSELF TO 
A PRERECORDED TRACK! 


SEE 


ane 
ARLE ARERR. 








45 


RSet 
ine ey 


HARD TO 
WATCH... 



































ee 


AND 
NOW THE 


oe | 


MUSIC’S 
LOOPING... 





SHE NEVER 
LEARNS BECAUSE 
YOU’RE ALWAYS 
CODDLING HER 
LIKE THIS. 


MICHIRU... 


WHY ARE YOU 
STILL TRYING? 


THAT'S NOT LIKE 
YOU! ALL YOU EVER 
D0 1S THINK ABOUT 
YOURSELF... 











ARE REALLY 






pil TAKLIMI-KLIN AND 
ov) TOKA-CHAN’S 
é SONGS... 


THAT'S WHAT IF ALL OF WS WORK 
YOURE TRYING TOGETHER, WE CAN COME 
7O MAKE ME UP WITH SOME TRULY 

FROVE, RIGHT? AMAZING MUSIC. ../ 


hy 


Wi Mts 


ae, ( 
me 
\ — 

































































MICHIRU... 
SHE SUCKS 
AT MATCHING 
HER PLAYING 


WITH EVERY- 
DESPERATELY ONE ELSE 


TRYING TO 

HARMONIZE eee 
WITH OUR eee 
MUSIC... 


BUT SHE’S 


THAT’S 
PRETTY 
IMPRESSIVE, 
DON’T YOU 
THINK? 














































































































AND YOUR 
PHRASE ISN’T 
COMPLETE! 
YOU MANGLED 
IT MID-WAY 
THROUGH! 



























PLAY IN 
YOUR OWN 
STYLE/ 











































































THAT’S ALL 
YOU’RE GOOD 
FOR, ANYWAY... 










MY LITTLE 
SIS CAN 






A SHARP 
TONGUE. 














WHO’S 
CODDLING 








I CAN’T LET YOU , 
EMBARRASS / WH AT A 
THE WAKATSUKI \ 
FAMILY NAME ir 
WITH SOMETHING - 
LIKE THAT! | 












































LIKE IT’S 
SENDING 
ME 
FLYING! 




















THIS 
its ISSO 


TOTALLY Oot 
ENT 
FROM 
ANYTHING 
WE’VE 
HEARD 
ALL 
NIGHT! 



































GAAAH! 
IM 
GETTING | 
GOOSE- | 
BUMPS! 






































BETTER THAN 
THE THREE OF 
THEM PLAYING 
IN HARMONY. 








JUST 
AS I THOUGHT, 
NOTHING SOUNDS 
































































































































TONIGHT... 
THE SIBLINGS’ 
BOND IS IN 
FULL SWING! 











CHAPTER 332 END 







































MICHIRUUU! 
TAKUMI-SAN AND 
TOKA-SAN/ ALL 
THREE OF YOU 
WERE AMAZING! 









WHAT WW YOU NEED 
ABOUT YOU?! WW TLE TO HOLD BACK 
YOU GOT WAY \\\ ON THAT PART! 

OVER YOUR 4\\\\\ )oU |. IF YOU DON’T 
HEAD! WHY’D WW We | TE KEEP HOLD OF 


| | THE AUDIENCE’S 
YOU SUDDENLY | ANTICIPATION, 


BREAK INTO i in 
| . . 
A SOLO?! ‘_ pene 











YOU’RE 


a : 
TAKUMI- f 
: : ALL BARK 
KUN/ SPOUTING AND NO 






















- ! 
TOKA- YOUR LIES! | BITE/ YOU 
! ENDED UP 
Look HELPING 
eee 4 MICHIRU 
©. AFTER 
C’MON, ALL! 


OKAY?! 








U GOTTATI 
TEMS TOGETHER 
TIGHTLY, OR THE © 
FOUNDATIONS 
























































received 
it! 









































































































































Did all 
three of 




































































Mommy will Ge 
6etter soon. 
But until then, 
the three of 
you have to get 
along and wait 
for me, okay? 


YOU WANTED 
US TO 


REMEMBER 

THE FLOWER 
| CROWN WE 
\, MADE, HUH? 
















































































Hehehe. 
The three 
of you 
can do 
the mast 
amazing 
things 
together. 


I feel 
so much 
better! 


























SO YOUNG 
BACK 
THEN... BUT 
YOU NEVER 
FORGOT 
ABOUT THAT 
PROMISE, 


I’M SORRY, 
BUT...I’M NOT 
A KID ANYMORE. 
I WON’T BE 
TIED DOWN BY 
THE PAST. 


SOMEONE 

he WHO’S 
4 ALREADY... 

| DEAD... 











= 


Rees : Gene S : es 

BESS Se ee eee : g SS 
pete ey eres 

gs Bo ee yy pa : 




















UMM... 
WHERE’S 
MICHIRU’S 


La 
E 

















¥ 


*FIGHTING?!, 





















































THAT’S SO 
IRRESPON- 
SIBLE! 




















WAS 
THAT... 
YOUR 
PLAN ALL 


LEAVING 
MY WHOLE 
FORTUNE 

TO THE 
THREE OF 


YOU CAN 
GO BACK 
AND TELL 


YOU DIS- 
APPEARED 


THE BEST 
PERFORMANCE 


THEM PLAYED 
TOGETHER. 





HENCE, 
I GOTTA 
DISAPPEAR. 


TO REMOVE 
THE SOURCE 
OF THEIR 
FIGHTING... 


7OO CRUEL! 


_ KONG- WHAT 
= MING... & WOULD 
KONGM/NG 
DOATA 
TIME LIKE 


AND TELL 
THEM THAT 
YOU’/RE 
HAPPY TO 
SEE THE 
THREE OF 
THEM PLAY 
TOGETHER! 


HAS TO 
THREATEN 
HIS KIDS 
WITH HIS 
FOR- 
TUNE? 





YOU CAN 
JUST BE 
HONEST... 


YEAH, 
I’M JUST 
THE WORST, 
AREN’T I? 
WHAT KINDA 
FATHER... 


OH, 
AND YOUR 
SINGING 
WAS 








OR AT LEAST, 
SOMEONE 
WHO SEEMED 
SMART, ONCE 
SAID. 































































































































































































SOMETHING 
SOMEONE 
REALLY 
SMART... 


ONE MUST 
BE HONEST 
WITH HIS 
AND FEELINGS... 
SPEAK HIS 
OPINIONS... 





SHIBUYA CENTER 


MICHIRU... 
SAN 
AND THE 
OTHERS... 


fH JUST WANT 
_, THEIR FATHER 
TO RECOGNIZE 
THEM FOR THEIR 
SUCCESSES. 


T. SHOULD, 
TELL’ THEM # 


WANE 
STILL LIVE, 
HLH, ? 





YOU'RE I DON’T 
WRONG | THINK... 
AT ALL. 





GO 

BACK TO 
THE CLUB AND 
TELL THEM T’LL 
RETURN AFTER 
ANOTHER TWO 

OR THREE 

SHOTS. 


Oo 
DO THIS BIT TOO 


WHILE I’M EMBAR- 
SOBER. RASSING... 


Cs 
aes 


ae 
ie 
















EIKO- 


TOKA- CHIN/ 
CHAN AND LISTEN 
TAKUMI- TO THIS/ 
KUN... 












THEY’RE 
GONNA WRITE 
YOUR NEW 
SONGS 
TOGETHER 
WITH ME/ 


THAT’S 
FINALLY WONDERFUL... 
MADE a 2 
UP... GLAD YOUR 
FAMILY... 


REALLY?! 
THAT’S 
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on 











































































































































































































IT’S ALL 
THANKS 
TO YOU, 

EIKO-CHIN/ 

AND KONG- 

MING-KUN, 

TOO! 













































































































































ee 


























oe 














_: Stee eterna 





Serer 





ee 


eee 


sees 




























































































YES, IT HEEHEE! T’VE 

IS NONE BEEN TASKED 

OTHER TO PRODUCE 

THAN I/ EIKO-CHIN’S 

MICHIRU NEW SONG... 
WAKATSUKI/ 





n 


I’D LIKE 
ALL OF YOU TO 
LEND US YOUR 
TALENTS AND 
COOPERATION/ 








NOW, 
IN ORDER TO 
CREATE THE 
BEST SONG 
FOR OUR LITTLE 
EIKO-CHIN... 

















i 


CHAPTER 3) Team EIKO ad 














































AS I’LL BE 










FINALLY, ae BE LET’S GET FOR THE COUNTING 
FOR THE ARRANGING SOMETHING ON YOU TO 
LYRICS AND THE SONG WITH A BIT BRING US 
CREATING AND PRO- | | OF A MATURE THE WILDEST, = TAKUMI- 
THE DEMO... DUCING IT. SHARPEST 





GIVE US A 
LEMON AND 
WE’LL TURN 


IT INTO 
LEMONADE 
FOR YA! 















IN “e 
ORDER TO peter e tea” 
STRENGTH- te ts 





y»il LETS 
© : ee ~| ALL GO 
Pe : a A. Y.\ OUT AND 
sf . ~ HAVE 
~~ PUUUN/! 


SORRY! 
I JUST I'VE GOTTA 
SIMPLY HELP DAD 
DON’T RIGHT NOW... 


WANT TO. 





YASS Y>Y>r= 
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I-I 
MEAN, IF 
YOU DON’T 


MIND IT 
BEING JUST 
US, WE CAN 
2 COME WITH 
OKAY: YOU! 





YAAAAY!! 










WE’RE 

HERE AT 
HARA- | 

JUKUUUU! 









A FORMER, | 




















I STILL 
DON’T KNOW 
WHAT TO 
WRITE FOR 
MY NEXT 
SONG... 


REALLY. 
IT’S 
JUST... 





I FOUND 
SOME 
\f PLUSHIES 
THAT LOOK 
EXACTLY 


- 


-| LIKE TAKUMI- 


KUN AND 
TOKA-CHAN/ 


I’M 
GONNA 
GET 
IT FOR 
THEEEM/ 


HUH? 
EIKO- 
CHIN, 
ARE 
YOU NOT 
HAVING 





= 





THAT’S 
HOW YOU GET 
THAT PUNCH, 

AND YOU‘LL 
FIND THAT A 
LOT MORE 
PEOPLE ARE 
LIKE YOU THAN 
YOU THINK! 


THAT IS 
SOME SOUND 
ADVICE, IF 
I SAY SO 
MYSELF... 








JUST WRITE 
ABOUT THE 
STUFF 
YOU DON’T 
WANT TO 
SHOW 
ANYONE! 























WE’RE 
GONNA BE 
HEADING 
STRAIGHT 
TO THE 
TSUKISHIMA 
MONJA 
STREET! 









































HEHEHE! 
I'VE ALWAYS 
WANTED TO 
TRY MONJA- 





*A DISH WHERE A THIN BATTER MADE FROM FLOUR AND STOCK IS FRIED TOGETHER 
WITH TOPPINGS. IT’S VERY SIMILAR TO THE MORE FAMOUS OKONOMIYAKI. 


FIRST, 
YOU MUST 
STRENGTHEN 
THE 
FOUNDATION... 





HAVE YOU LADY 
FOUND ANY _ EIKO? 
INSPIRATION 

FOR YOUR 

LYRICS? 


THINGcs ‘MM... 


I DON’T 
WANT 
5 rn PEOPLE 


MY WEAK- TO SEE, 
NESSES? HUH? 
OR MY 
COMPLEX- 
ES AND 
STUFF...? 


PLAYING 
WITH YOUR 


HEHEHE... 
THE SECRET 
BEHIND A GOOD 
MONJAYAKI IS 
TO TREAT IT 
LIKE YOU’RE 
CONSTRUCTING 
A CASTLE. 
































HAHAHA! 
LOOK AT 















mA Wo Hi 

“Ous hy >> 

BASSE. oS ei ' 

re Peed Fe WHALES 
Zz weeOIsss 

r&.o FetaaLton 

OL EZ Ez VENER Sa 

Ss otxves /) r 

BH 525 

HERS 


SKYTREE 2,OSO FEET ff 
MOUNT FUJI 12,388 FEET } 








WEAR 
THAT... 


I’M SURE 
THOSE 
TWO WILL 
NEVER 





THAT 
WAS WHEN 
I ACTUALLY 
THOUGHT... 
I COULDN’T 
HANOLE /T 


ANYMORE... & 





EXACTLY! 
I'VE 
ALWAYS 
WANTED TO 
DO SOME- 
THING LIKE 





MONJA... 
SKYTREE... 


LIKE I’M 
ON SOME 
CLICHE 
SCHOOL 
TRIP. 


My FAMILY 
S/TUATION’S PRETTY 
COMPLICATED. 
/T’S...NOT REALLY 
THAT GREAT 





YOU MUST 
NOT, LADY 
MICHIRU/ 

































IMOMMmMmMroO 





I’LL SEND 
ITOVER TO AHAHAHA! 
TAKUMI- THAT’S AN 
KUN AND AWESOME 

TOKA- PICTURE! 


CHAN/ 
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. | BUT, HEY... 
ie | YOU’VE ALWAYS 
LE IER gs GOT THOSE TWO 
BUT... oo | ! //\3} ON YOUR MIND 
; EVERYWHERE 


YOU MUST 
REALLY 
LOVE THEM. 


MIGHT NOT 
LOVE ME, 
THOUGH... 


ca —— f/  YOU/RE 
HEHEHE... | OVER- THAT'S 
BUT I’M | RL THINKING _NOT 
ALWAYS oy < THE TRUE! 
MAKING / : ) WHOLE 


THOSE VO : MESSAGE 
TWO MAD. /_<—geesl\ \\\\ THING! 








I’M SURE 
THEY’LL 
GET ANGRY 
WITH ME IF 
I SAY THIS 
L..Don’'T [O THEM, 


RE ALLY BUT. oo 
UNDERSTAND 
WHY THEY’RE 
ALWAYS MAD 
AT ME. 



















AND IN THE BECAUSE 

END, I JUST 7 ow : I DON’T GET IT, 
KEEP MAKING \ st | I DON’T KNOW 
THEM ANGRIER | : | WHAT TO 
AND ANGRIER. ae . CHANGE... 






















VACANT V\ 
I MAY NOT hy . ( BUT... 
KNOW MUCH, I STILL REALLY y 

BUT THAT’S ~ LOVE THEM AND 
WHAT I KNOW \, _ I DON’T WANT 
FOR SURE, - yy), TO EVER LOSE [7 / ) 

S06, SIGHT OF THAT. he 

y 

/ I DON’T a ). 

C WANT TO ie Sy) 

EVER FORGET J) 4 

HOWIFEEL | 2’ 


FOR THEM/ 





HAHAHA! 
YOU TWO ARE 
SO ALIKE/ 
HE’S GONNA 
GET YOU 
SOMETHING, 
TOO! 


OH! I’M AT OH 
THE SKYTREE cee 
WITH EIKO-CHIN What TOKA- 
AND KONG-_ |, are you CHAN’S 
= / t 
MING-KUN! ¥ FS) cloing...7 _ \ CALLING 


Listen...I... 

I just don’t like 
all the ruckus 
outside, you 
understand...7 














Even 
Takumi 
said he’d 
Join us if 
we eat at 
Aome. 


making dinner 
tonight. Ask if 
Eiko and her 
manager wart 
to stop Oy. 





I'VE 
DECIDED... 


MY NEXT 


That was 
muy mew 
song, 
“Flower 
Crown”! 














LEP 


te 
ie 
tee tie 











SHE WAS 
EXCITED 
ABOUT 
HAVING 
THOUGHT 
UP A NEW 
ARRANGE- 
MENT FOR 
































SHE LEFT 
ALREADY. 


HOW- 
EVER, 
THIS 
SONG IS 





IT’S ALL 
THANKS TO 
MICHIRU 
AND HER 

SIBLINGS! 


“FLOWER 
CROWN”... 
USING 
“FAMILY” 
AS ITS 
THEME. 


THAT 
WAS AN 
ABSOLUTELY 
SPLENDID 
PERFOR- 
MANCE, MY 
LADY. 


























BUT... 
YOU'RE AN 
ADULT NOW. 
YOU CAN’T 
BE PLAYING 
AROUND 
ALL DAY. 


TO HAVE 
HAD QUITE AN 
ADVENTURE 
HERE IN 
TOKYO. 








TIME TO 
COME 

















ee 


- 


so 


ot 


So titemnonosorminannnnne 


THAT’S 
EIKO’S 
MOTHER?! 






































HER TIES WITH HER 
MOTHER. : 









ARE YOU 
HERE...? 





SHE’LL 
NEVER 
UNDER- 
STAND 
ME! 


THERE’S 
NO 
POINT IN 
TALKING 
TO HER! 





THEN ITD |/@— 

BE HER =| IF 

ASS I'M —J 3 SOMEONE 

KICKING A> HAS TO 
LEAVE... 


SIDES... 


WE’VE 
GOT ONE 
HELL OF A 
TACTICIAN 
ON OUR 
SIDE/ 


WHERE 
DID YOUR 
MOTHER 
AND 
KONG- 
MING... 


GO...? 








































THESE ARE 
TEA LEAVES 
IMPORTED 
DIRECTLY 
FROM 
SICHUAN. 











































































= DISCOUR- 





f 
























BUT I 
Peaie I THOUGHT 
HE’S RATHER 
INTELLIGENT HE WAS JUST 
AND UNDER- SOME LUNATIC = 
STANDING. CLAIMING TO BE 


ZHUGE LIANG... 











WH- 
WHAT ARE 
YOU EVEN 


DOING 
HERE?! 


AND AT A 
TIME LIKE 
THIS?! 





SHE 
TEACHES 
AT A CRAM 
SCHOOL... 


IT’S NOT TOO 
LATE NOW. YOU 
CAN ENROLL INTO 
A UNIVERSITY 
OR EVEN GET 
CERTIFIED IN 
SOME TRADE/ 


COME 
HOME 
WITH ME 
AND I'LL 
HELP YOU 
AS MUCH 
AS I CAN. 


WHY 
DID SHE 
HAVE TO 

WRITE 

IT? 


YOU MUST 
LEARN, MY DEAR! 
KNOWLEDGE IS 
NEVER A BURDEN 
BUT A SHARP 
WEAPON! 














YOU 
HAVEN’T 


MATURED 
ONE BIT... 


I'VE 
ALREADY... 


EXPLAINED 
THIS 
EARLIER. 


YOU HAVE 
THE WORST 
SELECTIVE 
HEARING. 








I... 
HAVE ZERO 
INTEREST IN 
MUSIC, SO 

I’LL NEED 
YOU TO TELL 





OVER YOUR 
STUBBORN 


THAT |S 
YOUR SO- 
CALLED 
DREAM, 
ISN’T IT? 


YOU STILL 
HAVEN’T 
GIVEN 
UP ON IT 
YET, HAVE 
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I’VE FOUND 
A DREAM 
HERE AND I’M 
GONNA SEE IT 
THROUGH/ 


‘I WANT 
MY VOICE 
TO REACH 

ACROSS THE 

WORLD.” 























IS THERE 


oF” EVEN ONE 
s 4 ‘ JAPANESE 


SINGER... 


ia = 
\ 4 
A} ) IN THAT DANCE 
LD) MUSIC GENRE OF 


YOURS THAT IS 


NOWN ACROSS alt 
THE WORLD...? oF 


Y-YEAH, OF 
COURSE! I 
CAN’T THINK 
OF THEIR 
NAME RIGHT 
AWAY, BUT... 
































NO WAY! 
THAT 
CAN’T BE 
TRUE... 







JAPANESE 
AND DANCE 
MUSIC JUST 


DOESN’T AS FAR AS 


WHERE MY 
RESEARCH 
LED ME... 









ANSWER 
IS ZERO! 


IN OTHER 
WORDS, THE 
CHANCE OF 
YOU REACHING 
ZERO! YOUR DREAM 
IS... 


IT’S ALL 
IN THE 
MATH. 


BUT..-HOW 
WOULD YOU 


DO THAT, Zo jj WS AND IF IT 
EXACTLY? f foe iD IS, T’LL 
BE THE 
FIRST 
TO MAKE 
THAT A 
REALITY// 








































YOU CAN’T 
BUT NONE BE THE FIRST 

OF THEM HAS PERSON TO 

ANY RESULTS REACH FOR 
TO SHOW THAT DREAM. 
FOR IT... 




















COUNTLESS 
OTHERS WHO 
WERE BURSTING 
WITH TALENT 
HAVE WALKED 
THAT SAME 
PATH. 














































IF YOU THAT 
YOU CAN THOSE ARE YOU 
TELL ME OTHER TRYING TO SAY 
Han || TALENTED ee 
THATIS...[| SINGERS a a 






ANSWER 
ME, EIKO/ 





I-THINK Ix, 
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I WASN’T 


ASKING 


YOU. STAY 


OUT OF 
THIS. 











PLEASE 
WAIT, 





: LADY 

HOWEVER, SHE | ay EIKO 

IS A HUMBLE |. \, DOES 
SONGSTRESS. _ | HAVE 
IT’S DIFFICULT SHE WHAT YOU 

FOR HER TO ) : HAS THAT SEEK... 
EXPRESS WHAT |, MW NECESSARY 

THAT EXACTLY ik ; SOMETHING 
ISINFRONTOF 4} \ fe) Gm «= THAT CAN 

YOU, MADAM. =| QE . 


THE 
ABSOLUTELY 
NECESSARY 
INGREDIENT 


TO GRANTING 
HER DREAM... 





GRANT HER 
DREAM. 


YEAH...? 
WHAT DOES 
EIKO HAVE THAT THEN WHY 
CAN MAKE HER DON’T 
RIDICULOUS | YOU TELL 
DREAM COME ME. 
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WHAT A 
DISAP- 
POINT- 
MENT... 









A HEART 
THAT WILL 
NEVER 
SURRENDER. 







THAT’S A 
COP OUT 





1800 
YEARS 
AGO, IN 
CHINA... 




















O STRIVE FOR:THAT; DREAM 


HE RAISED*AN’ARMY/AND LOST; 
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HIS 


ASPIRATIONS 
NEVER 
WAVERED. 









TIME AND 
TIME AGAIN, 
SHE WOULD 

HAVE GIVEN UP 
IF NOT FOR HER 
PERSEVERANCE. 


NAME;: "XUANDE), iWAS A ‘WARLORD ,WHO,LED, 


ETTER. KNOWNIAS LIU, BEI (COURTE: 
‘H JROMANCE OF JHE: THREE KINGDOMS. 


THREE? IMAUOR, STATES. 














LADY 
EIKO IS 
EXACTLY 
THE 


THE HEAVENS 
HAD TURNED 
THEIR BACK ON 
HER COUNTLESS 
TIMES AND SHE 
HAD TASTED THE 
BITTER DEFEAT 
OF FAILURE. 





107 


YET, HE 
CONTINUED 
TO DREAM. 
“I WANT TO 
SAVE EVERY 

CIVILIAN LIFE.” 














WHAT. HIS\STEADYA 
PERSISTENCE\WON 
[HIMIWAS: .THE}TITLE,OFg 
ATHE' FIRST EMPEROR 









———=. 
AND BY HIS SIDE, 
SUPPORTING HIM.>». 


WAS THE | 
GENIUS 

TACTICIAN, 
ZHUGE 
KONG- 
MING... 


WOULDN’T 
KNOW THAT. 





SHE CONTINUES THAT WAS HOW SHE 
TO STRIVE FOR WON HER PLACE 
HER DREAM, TO PARTICIPATE IN 
PROGRESSING JAPAN’S GREATEST 
DOWN HER PATH MUSIC FESTIVAL, 
TO SUCCESS. a ‘SUMMER SONIA.” 

















MOM! 
THEN, 
DOES 
THAT 

MEAN...? 


BUT 
DON’T GET 
THE WRONG 
IDEA! 


THE TORCH 
IN HER HEART 
CONTINUED 
TO BURN, WILD 
AND STRONG. 














NOT 


EIKO 


EIKO... 


YOU'VE 
FOUND 
YOURSELF 
QUITE THE 
DEPENDABLE 
ALLY. 





ONCE, 
DID LADY 


GIVE IN. 



































WHAT I 
UNDERSTAND 
NOW IS THAT YOUR 
MANAGER HAS 
TRULY DEVOTED 
HIMSELF TO 
PLAYING THE ROLE 
OF “ZHUGE LIANG” 
AND NOTHING 











LET’S LEAVE THE 
ACCURACY OF THE 
“THREE KINGDOMS” 

YOU’RE PORTRAYING 
ASIDE FOR NOW... 


BEFORE 
HE LAUNCHED HE COULD 
CAMPAIGN ACCOMPLISH 
AFTER CAMPAIGN THE TASK HE 
AGAINST THE SET OUT TO DO, 
GREATER STATE LIU BEI DIED, 
AND IN HIS 
STEAD... 


ZHUGE LIANG 
NEVER DID 
“GIVE UP”... 






































































CAN YOU AND 
HONESTLY SAY YOU'RE DOING || eventually  poouis a 
ANSWER ME! THAT EIKO CAN seenreree NOTHING MORE COLLAPSED... EXHAUSTED 
Now! REACH HER DREAM ee eae THE. MEN OF 


A MAN WHO WAS 
DEFEATED... 


WHEN THE MAN YOU SHU... 


IMITATE FAILED 
TO DO SO? 





I’M NOT 
WRONG... 


Mp” 
WW) La 
WP 









































_ mat 




























oe 
erere 
«a 









YOU SAID THAT on 








< NEVER GIVING 
RS UP IS WHAT’S 


IMPORTANT, 
T. 











A AL 
CHAPTER Si END 


Ry / 





AND 
YOU CAN‘T 
EVEN 
ANSWER... 


IF EIKO’S 
DREAM HAS 
ANY CHANCE 
OF COMING 
TRUE. 


AND MOVED 
My FOCUS TO OUR 
INTERNAL AFFAIRS, 
THEN THE RESULT 

MAY HAVE BEEN 

DIFFERENT. 





























YOU TAKE 
UP THE NAME 
OF A FAILED 
CHANCELLOR. 





YES. IF I HAD 
CEASED THE 
NORTHERN 
EXPEDITION... 


ONE WHO FAILEDA 


STAND, YOUR GROUND! 
SAY SOMETHING BACK, 
















































































































































































































































































WISH FOR 
PEACE... 
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Myresonen 
ues BRE opr 
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WHO LEFT 
BEHIND AN 














AND THOSE 






















































































































































































VE 
NOT EVERY 











q 








AMBITION 

















AS YOU 


SAID 











HUMAN CAN 
REALIZE THEIR 











































































































EVERY 
ONE OF THEM 





LIVED FOR 
THEIR DREAM 






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































THEN WOULD 


THAT EVER BE 


CONSIDERED 
HAPPINESS? 








IF YOU 
SURRENDER 
YOUR GOALS 
BEFORE YOU 
EVEN TRY TO 
TAKE UP THE 

CHALLENGES... 








THAT’S SUCH 
A MAN‘S WAY 
OF THINKING... 


YOU NEVER 
THOUGHT 
ABOUT THAT? 

















THOSE WHO 
GIVE UP ON 
THEIR DREAM 
AND THOSE 
WHOSE LIFE’S 
FIRE FLICKER 
OUT BEFORE 
THEY COULD 
REACH THEIR 
DREAM... 


TO PROCEED 
TOWARDS 
THAT DREAM 
IS TO BRING 
ABOUT A 
TRAGEDY... 








NEITHER 
OF THEM 
ARE 
GIVING 


I THOUGHT 
SOME DISTANCE 
BETWEEN US 
MIGHT FORCE 
YOU TO 
CHANGE... 


BUT NOW I’M 
CERTAIN! WE’LL 
NEVER COME 
TO AN UNDER- 
STANDING, 
MOM! 


IT’S ALREADY 
BEEN DECIDED. 

I’M GOING TO 

PERFORM AT 
, SUMMER SONIA 

REALLY WELL composers ARE 
RIGHT NOW! wriITING SONGS 
FOR ME/ 


AT THIS 
RATE... 














I’M NEVER 
GONNA EVEN 
THINK ABOUT 
GIVING UP ON 

MY DREAM! 


THE STUDY 
OF THE PAST 
WILL DEFINE 
OUR FUTURE. 


YES, CONFUCIUS 
DOES TEACH THAT 
THE YOUNG MUST 

HEED THE 

ADMONISHMENTS 

OF THEIR ELDERS. 


EIKO...YOU’VE 
BEEN FLOODED 
WITH LOVE AND 
ATTENTION, SO 
YOU MUST NOT 

HAVE NOTICED... 


SO WHY 
DON’T YOU 
LEAVE?! 


MISTER 
YOU KONG- 
MUST LIKE MING... 


DON’T YOU? 








CONFUCIUS THEN 
A CHILD SAYS A YOU 
AND CHILD MUST MUST 
Ree Were OBEY THEIR KNOW... 
PARENT. 


ALLOW ME 
TO GIVE A 
WARNING 
AS WELL. 














WEREN’T EVEN , . BUT 
INTERESTED IN AT YOUR 
YOUR SINGING. = CONCERT... 


ABOUT 
HALF ? 
OFTHE ya 
GUESTS... 




















CAN’T BE 
TRUE! THE 


EVEN WAKATSUKI 
KONGMING SIBLINGS 


SAID ITWAS wROTE 


A GOOD THAT SONG! 
SONG... 








TRUE, THE 
SONG ITSELF 
WAS WELL 
DEVELOPED. 


HOWEVER, 
IT’S ALSO 
TRUE THAT 


THE AUDIENCE’S 
REACTION 
WAS MERELY 
MEDIOCRE. 













WHY 
DOES BEING 
A SINGER HAVE 
TO BE INTEGRAL 
TO YOUR 
HAPPINESS? 











WHY DO 
YOU EVEN 
WANT TO 
BE ONE? 


I TOLD YOU 
BEFORE... 


I WATCHED 
MARIA 
DIEZEL’S 
PERFOR- 
MANCE AND 
IT TOUCHED 
ME... 


IF BEING TOUCHED 
BY A SONG IS 
ENOUGH TO WANT 
TO BE A SINGER, 
THEN EVERYONE 
WOULD BE AIMING 
TO BE ONE. 








THAT’S 
ONLY THE 
TRIGGER, 

NOT THE 
REASON. 
















YOU’RE NOT 
CUT OUT TO BE 
A SINGER. 

















ALTHOUGH 
I DID SAY 
THAT THE 
AUDIENCE’S 
REACTION WAS 


IT DID 
NOT IMPLY MEDIOCRE... 


THAT LADY 

EIKO IS NOT 

FIT TO BEA 
SINGER. 


THE REASON 
WHY LADY EIKO’S 
SONG DID NOT 
REACH THE 
HEARTS OF THE 
LISTENERS... 


Is y 
BECAUSE #f 
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PLEASE, 
ALLOW ME 
TO MAKE 
A SIMPLE 
CORREC- 
TION. 





HER NEW SONG, 
“FLOWER CROWN” 
WAS SIMPLY 
INCOMPLETE. 


I’M SICK 


“FLOWER 
CROWN” WAS Tw. Hl THAT’S 
INCOMPLETE? NOT FAIR TO 

BRING THAT 


UP AFTER MY 


AS 


. NT 
‘A PARE CONFUCIUS 





MUST 
SUPPORT 
THEIR 
CHILD”... 


I 
SUPPORT 
HER/ 


HOWEVER, 

CONFUCIUS 

ALSO SAID 
THIS... 





TAUGHT, “A 

CHILD MUST 

OBEY THEIR 
PARENT.” 





THEN you \ ee 
SHALL ACCEPT = bales THEN WHY 


COMPLETED 
LADY EIKO’S “FLOWER CROWN” DON’T YOU 


DREAM TO | CAN MOVE MANY | | GIVE HER A 


BECOME A a WHO HEAR IT... CHANCE? 
SINGER. 7 





BUT IF HER SONG 
CAN MOVE EVEN 
MY HEART, THEN I 
SUPPOSE I’D HAVE 
NO CHOICE BUT TO 
RECONSIDER. 


ARE YOU 
WILLING 
TO TAKE 
THAT 
BET? 


IF YOU CAN’T 
CONVINCE ME TO 
ACCEPT YOUR 
DREAM, THEN YOU 
HAVE TO PROMISE 
ME YOU‘LL GIVE 
UP ON BECOMING 
A SINGER. 


I CANNOT 
MAKE THAT 
CALL BEFORE 
I HEAR IT FOR 
MYSELF. 


AND... 

IF THOSE 
ARE THE 
CONDITIONS 
YOU ARE 
GIVING 
ME... 


HAVE SOME 
CONDITIONS 
OF MY OWN, 
OR ELSE I 
WON’T PLAY 
YOUR 
GAME. 











SHE CAN 
JUST SAY 
‘VO, YOUR 
SONG HION’T 
TOUCH ME” IN 
THE END... 














/T DOESMW’T 
MATTER 
WHAT SHE 
FEELS! 


I 


THAT'S NOT 
FAIR! SHE — 

HOLDS ALL 

THE CARDS! 





I SWEAR I’LL 
CONVINCE 
YOU WITH MY 
SINGING/ 


125 


I’LL SHOW 
YOU WHAT MY 
COMPLETED 
“FLOWER 
CROWN” 
CAN DO/ 


I DON’T 
HAVE THE RIGHT 
WORDS TO TELL 
YOU WHY I HAVE 

TO BECOME A 
SINGER... 


BUT I THINK 
I’LL BE ABLE 
TO SHOW YOU 
THROUGH MY 
SONG! 





ILL BE 
DECIDING 
THE 
DEADLINE 
FOR THIS 
FARCE. 


IF YOU CAN’T MAKE 


A SONG THAT WILL 
CONVINCE ME IN ONE 
MONTH, THEN YOU’LL 

HAVE TO DROP 
ALL THIS SINGING 
NONSENSE. 


ULL. SEE 

YOU INA 

MONTH’S 
TIME, 
EIKO. 





I DON'T 
WANT TO HEAR 
YOU SAY THAT 
I NEVER GAVE 
YOU A CHANCE. 


ACCEPT YOUR 
SUGGESTION, 
BUT... 


YOU’RE 
ON! 
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HAVE YOU 
BEEN EATING 
PROPERLY? 























THIS CITY | by 
TOMOR- | if 


HAVE A MEAL 
TOGETHER 
BEFORE I 


NO 
THANKS. 


I DON’T 
FEEL LIKE IT. 
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a 


GET CARRIED 
AWAY BY 
ALL THE 

ATTENTION? 


DID I 


MY 
APOLOGIES 
FOR ALL THE 
TROUBLE 
I’VE CAUSED 
YOU TWO. 

















WHAT DID 
I THOUGHT YOU MEAN 
THOSE SIBLINGS WHEN YOU 
HAD DONE THE SAID THAT 
BEST JOB THEY MY SONG 
COULD OFFER WAS INCOM- 
ALREADY... PLETE? 
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IS HIDDEN 
















_ Za De yor THE FINAL PIECE 
COMPLETE 


OTHERS TO 
SEE... 






YOUR MUSIC... 






THING THAT 
YOU DON’T / 
WANT TO SEE } Xt 
YOURSELF... 







IT LIES 
DEEPLY 
BURIED 
IN YOUR 

PAST. 


eM 4 (1) 

















WHAT I 
NEED TO 
COMPLETE 
THE SONG... 





Journeys 


“FLOWER 
CROWN” IS 
SUPPOSED 
TO BE A SONG 
THAT’S WHY ABOUT 
I HAVE TO FAMILY... 
FACE MY 
PAST... 











































































LL GIVE 
IT SOME 
SERIOUS 
THOUGHT! 


COMPLETE 
THE SONG! 
I PROMISE! 


AND I'LL / 















































DEFINITELY 
THINK REALLY 
HARD ABOUT 















































THAT EIKO... 
SHE’S GOTTEN 











A LOT MORE 


LEVEL-HEADED 








NOW. 
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PICKING 


UP FOR ees: 


ME 


EITHER. 


BE GIVIN’ 


| HERAREAL J 


TOUGH 
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EIKO’S 
NEVER 
GHOSTED 
WORK 
BEFORE... 



















































































































































































































































































































































































' W 
EF S 
SG o71toe 
Jk YON AS 
70. G5 OnS 
~>VONzTEY 
B4E or 
oSIS5ao04 
iL 


























PLEASE 
WAIT, SIR 
BOSS/ 

Mais 


WITHOUT A 
DOUB 
























































DON’T GO 


JUMPIN’ 








YOU'RE 
GONNA 
POLLUTE 
THE SEA. 


OH! YOU’RE 
KABE-KUN’S 
RAPPER 
FRIEND! 


SEKITOBA | 
od a THAT RAP 
~ KUNGFU- me | ; BATTLE IN 
SAN! Yes SHIBUYA... 


BUT I GOTTA 
THANK YOU AND 
YOUR MATE. 
YOU GUYS cuits : 
BROUGHT KABE [.-- <?). em I AIN’T 


BACK TO US. << \=| NO FRIEND 
ay, | TO KABE. 
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KABE- 
KUN... 
HE’S 
AMAZING. 


I DON’T : 
SEE IT AS HE WAS 
HAPPEN- ABLE TO 
ING... CONQUER 
HIS WEAK 
PAST... 





AND HE 
CLAWED HIS 
WAY BACK TO 
WHERE HE 
BELONGS... 




















IF YOU'VE 
GOT NOTHIN’ 
BETTER TO 
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vm gust ‘NAH. 
MAKIN’ UP 
FOR THE 
SHIT I DID IN 


MY PAST. AM 
IN 


YOUR 
FAMILY’S 
WORRIED 
‘BOUT YA, 

OLD MAN. 


ARE 
YOU DOING 
VOLUNTEER 
WORK? 




















DAD... 
HE WAS A 
MUSICIAN. 























BUT HE PROMISED, | 
ER THAT. THE.TWO OF 
THEM WOULD STAND, 
TOGETHER ON A HUGE 
STAGE ONE DAY. 


at 
MY MOM WANTED 
MY DAD.TO FINDA 



































IN 


LEFT.THE HOUSE AND, - oe 
NEVER CAME BACK % : | , 


Xe 











es 


MY MOM 


MY DAD WAS AN ‘Suip> 


IRRESPONSIBLE 

SLOB WHO 
ABANDONED 
ALWAYS [EMS GPETR Hoe) HIS FAMILY... 
INSULTED = eS 

















HIM... 


BUT I THINK MY 
MOM WAS THE ONE 
WHO PRESSURED 
HIM SO HARD HE 
WAS PUSHED OUT 
OF THE HOUSE... 
OR, I GUESS I 
SHOULD SAV... 


I 
THOUGHT 
THAT 
WAS THE 
























THOUGHTS 
POPPED UP IN 
MY MIND, BUT IT 

COULDN'T BRING 

MYSELF TO SAYING 

ANY OF IT... 


THE WHOLE 
REASON BEHIND 
MY DREAM WAS 
ACTUALLY JUST 

TO GET BACK 
AT MY MOM FOR 
PUSHING AWAY 
MY DAD... 


WHILE I 
WAS MUDDLED 
IN ALL THE 


THOUGHTS, THE |; 


\ SUN BEGAN TO 
RISE... 
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WHEN... 
MY MOM ASKED 
ME WHY I WANTED 
TO BE A SINGER... 
I COULDN’T 
ANSWER HER. 










I 
THOUGHT 
THAT 
MAYBE... 


WHEN THE 
THOUGHT 
CAME 


I STARTED UP... 
THINKING THAT 
MAYBE ALL OF 
MY FEELINGS I 
HAD TO SINGING 
UP TO THIS 
POINT WERE 
JUST LIES. 






MAYBE MY 
MOM WAS 
RIGHT.../ 






MAYBE 
MY DAD 
REALLY 

MEANT TO 

ABANDON 

US.../ 


THANKS 
FOR THE 
HELP. 



























































EVERY- SORRY... 


_ I DIDN’T 
aoe aa. re MEAN TO 


“| GO OFF ON 
THEIR OWN | | 
PASTS... | jee) r¢ ore 


THAT... 


_ UM JUST 
Y f\ WHINING... 





142 


I WOULDN’T 
HAVE BEEN 
ABLE TO DO 
THAT ON MY 
OWN. 


THERE’S 
NO POINT 
JUST GO THINKIN’ IN 
AND FIND’ CIRCLES. 
OUT THE 
TRUTH 
YOURSELF. 


bd 


QUIT SITTIN’ 
AROUND 
AND DIGGIN’ 
A HOLE FOR 
YOURSELF. 


YA HELPED 
ME OUT AND 
I FINISHED 
EARLY. 









































TOKYO 
STATION 

















THE BOSS 
WAS QUITE 
PLEASED 
WHEN HE 
SENT ME 
OFF WITH 
YOU. 


THAT’S FINE, 
MY LADY. 
I’VE ALWAYS 
WANTED TO 
RIDE THIS... 
BULLET 
TRAIN... THING. 


BE- 
SIDES... 








SORRY, I 
DRAGGED 
YOU OUT 
ON SHORT 
NOTICE... 











HOWEVER, 
FROM WHAT 
YOU TOLD 


RETURNING ME... 
BACK TO 
YOUR HOME- 
LAND NOW... 








I’M ; WOULD 
IMPRESSED PERHAPS BE AN 


YOU’VE UNPLEASANT 
DECIDED TO . = EXPERIENCE 


WALK THIS \S | FOR YOU, MY 
LADY... 


THIS MAY BE 
A JOURNEY 
RIFE WITH 
PAIN. 


\ 
N 
N 
N 
N 


IF IT WAS 
ALONE, I 
THINK I’D 
STILL BE 
RUNNING 
FROM IT. 














OF COURSE, MY 
LADY! I, KONGMING, 
SHALL ASSIST YOU 
EVEN AT THE COST 

OF MY LIFE/ 














NOT 
ANYMORE... 


I'VE GOT 
MY TACTICIAN 
WITH ME NOW! 








TOWARDS 
THE JOURNEY 
THAT SHALL 
COMPLETE 
THE “FLOWER 
CROWN”! 

















YOU’RE 2 im US a 
TREATING rue “Ai A 7 EIKO... 


YOU BE SO 
KIND AS TO 
GRANT ME 
THE WINDOW 
SEAT? 








BOY, 
KOT ne 


VOLUME 5 END 
mT BE CONTINUES 











iN VOLUME 6!! 


> Chile is one of the safer countries in South 
America, but even so, crime can still happen in 
broad daylight. 

The crowd parts, afraid of the threatening 
thief, as the bald man dashes down the streets. 
“...!? The papaya seller quickly ducks down, 
holding the money she just received close to her 

body. But standing right by her, with a plastic 
bag full of papayas in hand, stood the mysterious 
man, unmoving. 

The bald man is quickly approaching the small 
stall. 

“My lady, may I borrow this pole?” 

“What? Wait, what are you...” 

The man grasps the rod that holds the price 
tags and yank it from the ropes binding it in 
place. With a loud thud, he slams the end of the 
rod into the ground by his feet. 

“Get outta the way! Move or die!” The bald 
man screams, heading straight towards the myste- 
rious Asian man. 

The man’s eyes suddenly widen and he tosses 
the bag of papayas up into the air. With the speed 
of lightning, the man swings the large rod up. 

The bald thief jumps in response and... 

“Hraaagh!!!” 

With both hands, the man swings the rod 
down, slamming the thief straight into the 
ground. 

yy 

The thief’s eyes roll back in their sockets from 
the immense pain and surprise. 

The mysterious savior points the tip of the 
rod against the man’s throat with one hand and 
catches the bag of papayas with his other, all in 
one swift motion. 

“Grgh...” The thief groans, confused and hurt, 
as his body curls into a ball. 

The man scoops up the stolen bag and raises 
it overhead for all to see. “The thief has been 
caught! Ease your worries!” The marketplace 
explodes with applause. 

Shortly after, the bag is returned to its rightful 
owner and the thief is handed over to the author 
ities. With peace restored, the man returns the 
rod he borrowed to the papaya seller. “Thank you 
for your aid, my lady.” 


“You're amazing! Do you practice martial 
arts?” 

“Yes. I am a humble warrior.” 

“Huh... That’s crazy. You’re Chinese, right? 

Is that kung fu or something?” The woman spins 
the rod around, letting out an iconic cry, “Wah- 
choooi!” 

The crowd bursts into laughter, watching the 
frail girl swing the rod about with amateur pos- 
ture. She turns to the crowd with a smile before 
her eyes return to market’s new hero. “Thanks, 
that was real exciting watching you beat that 
thief down.” 

The lady returns the rod from where it was 
uprooted and pats the man’s muscled arms. The 
surrounding crowd joins in with words of praise. 

“Way to go!” 

“You've got a bigger build than Jackie Chan!” 

“Hey, you gotta teach me how you did that!” 

The many friendly onlookers approach the 
man, patting him on the shoulder as thanks 
before the crowd finally thins. With a single 
nod, the man steps out, back to the busy market 
streets to continue his shopping. 

“Maybe I should learn some kinda self defense 
for myself too...” The lady whispers to herself as 
she watches the man step away. But he suddenly 
stops, realizing that the thief had interrupted his 
thoughts moments earlier, and he turns back and 
steps forward towards the stall once again. 

“You asked me earlier if I was here to sight- 
see.” 

“Huh? Uhh, yeah, I did... What, you’re not?” 

“T am on a journey to fulfil the duty I promised 
a certain man. Photographing a ‘bright’ place is 
also a part of my mission.” The man draws his 
hand lightly down his long beard. The corners of 
his mouth stretch up into a knowing smile. With 
a short “Good-bye,” the man turns and leaves 
once again. 

The lady watches as the skilled man, who 
stood out above the market crowd, makes his way 
down the streets until she can see him no more. 


O 


The man who calls himself a warrior makes 
his way out of the market and into the nearby 
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facing the Pacific Ocean. This is the country 

of Chile. Inside the La Vega Central market in 
Santiago de Chile, a man standing six and a half 
feet tall strolls through the crowd. 

His face proclaims him to be of Asian descent, 
with eyes as sharp as a phoenix; his face and lips 
are a fiery red. His body is heavy with muscles, 
and he walks with purpose, every footstep 
meaningful. Just looking at him, one would be 
able to discern his cultured upbringing. 

His long beard, grown to the length of his 
chest, sways gently in the wind. He is dressed in 
clothing that resembles the traditional zhzju of 
the Three Kingdoms era carries a modern back 
pack on his back. His unique style and dignified 
mannerisms attract the many curious gazes across 
the market. 

However, it would appear that the man seems 
unfazed by the many eyes glued to his form. 

When he discovers a new item of interest, 
the man would stop in his tracks and from inside 
his lapel, he would produce a notebook and pen 
before he proceeds to jot down notes on what he 
sees. Anyone could see that he is indeed a man 
who enjoys learning. 

Once his notes are complete, he looks up from 
the pages and calls out to the young lady selling 
the fruits. 

“My lady, your fruits are of a peculiar color. 
May I ask what these are called?” 

“Tt’s a papaya. You’ve never seen one before?” 

“Unfortunately, no. May I have three?” 

The merchant woman looks the man up and 
down with hesitant eyes before the corners of her 
lips curl up into a smile and she nods. 

“Where’re you from? Here to sight-see?” The 
lady asks as her hands work quickly, stuffing pa- 
payas into a plastic bag and accepting the money 


from the mysterious man. 

“T don’t need the change. But instead, may I 
take some of your time to ask you a question...?” 
The man’s eyes give off a sharp glint as he spoke. 

The lady feels the air tense up and the tem- 
perature drop, as if a surprise attack could spring 
from any and all directions, cutting them down 
where they stand. She blinks a few times, her 
hand still outstretched with the bag of papayas 
hanging from her fingertips. 

« >» 

“Ts there anywhere in this city where I may 
find a ‘bright’ spot?” The man asks, his expression 
and voice serious and rigid. 

To think, of all the questions this man would 
ask, with his menacing air as if he’s searching 
to avenge his fallen family, he would ask for 
directions to a “bright” place. Perhaps he’s just an 
overly excited tourist, the woman thinks, letting 
out a sigh as she laughs. 

“That’s it? You scared me for a second.” 

The lady hands the bag to the man. Her eyes 
cast up into the skies for a moment before her 
lips part with an answer. “How about San Cris- 
tobal Hill? It’s real popular with the tourists. You 
can see the whole city from up there. It should be 
pretty ‘bright,’ I think.” 

“San Cristébal Hill... Hmm. Very well. You 
have my thanks, my lady.” After showing his 
gratitude, the man spins around in one smooth 
motion. 

Suddenly, cries are heard from within the mar 
ket crowd. “Thief! A thief!” A bald man, his face 
half covered in tattoos, are seen pushing his way 
through the crowd, yelling at the people in front 
of him to move. Clenched in his hand, as clear as 
day, is a feminine bag. 

“Stop him! Please! He has a really important 


1? 


photo of mine!” A young woman cries out. 


> about m—...!” The girl’s face twists in pain, her 
body breaks out in cold sweat. 

The man quickly swallows the empanadas. 
He reaches for his backpack and takes out a 
compress and bandages. 

“Wow, you ate that all in one bite. Just watch- 
ing you is fun.” 

“My apologies, young lady. Let me know if 
this hurts.” The man gets up from the bench and 
bends down. With experienced hands, he presses 
gently around her ankle. 

“Ow...” 

“You don’t appear to have broken any bones. 
It’s just a sprain, luckily. Can you take off your 
shoe?” 

“Yeah...” The girl nods, calmed by his confi- 
dent demeanor. She slips off her right shoe as 
instructed. With experienced hands, he presses 
the compress against her ankle and wraps it in 
bandages. The girl couldn’t help but stare as he 
worked, his long hair almost brushing against the 
ground. 

“Thank you. It looks like you helped me 
out again.” 

“You need not thank me. People are meant to 
help each other. Besides, I owe you a favor for 
that wonderful meal.” 

The man returns to his bag of crushed 
papayas, pinching out the edible parts and 
nibbling on what’s left of the fruits. Then, he 
takes out a water bottle and takes a swig from it. 

Watching the tall man of 6’5” carefully 
pick at the papaya and chew on the fragments 
is mesmerizing. The girl can’t seem to take 
her eyes off of him and the cold compress 
against her wounded ankle feels incredibly 
soothing. 

“T have a question for you, young lady...” 

“Yeah? What is it?” 

“Do you know of the San Cristobal Hill? 

I’m searching for ‘bright’ places.” 

“Bright...places?” She didn’t expect such a 
serious man to say something so casual. For a 
moment, she thinks him a bit strange. 

But the man’s serious demeanor never wavers. 

“That hill is supposed to have the most splen- 
did view. I have a duty to upload a photograph 


of it onto this ‘Instagram’ thing for a certain 
someone.” 

“Oh, I’m actually heading there myself. If 
you'd like, I can show you the way? Though, it’d 
be my first time visiting there as well.” 

“That would be wonderful! I am in your debt 
once again.” 

“That’s fine! I don’t mind!” 

“But, your ankle... I must ask, is it forbidden 
for men to touch women in this country?” 

“Huh? No...2” 

“Very well. Please, hold onto my arm when we 
walk. We can set out once the pain on your ankle 
subsides.” 

The man brushes his fingers down his long 
beard as he lets out a hearty laugh. The man 
resembles a caring father, his laugh eases her wor- 
ries and she could feel all the tension dissipate. 

“By the way, what’s your name? I’m Emilia.” 

“Lady Emilia, is it?” He nods slowly, as if he’s 
digesting her name in his mind. 

“My family name is Guan, first name Yu. 

My courtesy name is Yunchang. You can call me 
Guan Yu.” 

“Guan Yu...right? Okay.” Seeing Emilia grin 
when she says his name, Guan Yu returns her 
smile with his own. 


O 


As the two enter the base of where the cable 
cars connect to the San Cristdbal Hill, they are 
greeted by a signboard with “under maintenance” 
written on it. 

The hill is roughly 2,624 feet in altitude. The 
only way to access the top is through the cable 
car service or bus. 

Holding onto Guan Yu’s arm, Emilia’s brows 
furrowed as she read the sign. “It’s under mainte- 
nance... We can’t use it until tomorrow...” 

“Indeed. We can still go by car. I must say 
I am not fond of the idea, but it can’t be 
that bad.” 

“Right. Let’s try going to the bus stop.” 

“There’s no need to rush. Be careful, young 
lady.” 

“Yeah, thank you.” 

Guan Yu takes his steps slow, carefully 


> park to find an empty bench where he could sit. 
His large body takes up the long bench, meant 
for two. 

“Hmm.” He opens plastic bag a crack to see 
three squashed papayas. “I must have crushed 
these when I caught the bag. It would serve me 
well not to attempt anything I have yet to grow 
accustom to.” 

With a hearty laugh, the man opens the bag 
and begins to ponder which part of the papayas 
he could still eat. But a sudden voice breaks his 
concentration. 

“Umm...” 

Standing in front of the bench is a woman 


who appears to be in her early twenties, with her 


brown hair tied to the side. Her short-sleeved 
shirt matches her beige color skin quite well, 
giving off an image of an elegant lady. She shares 
the same cheerful air about her, common among 
the South American people, making her appear 
friendly. Her raven-colored eyes are glued to the 
Chinese man. 

A red face, red lips, and a black beard that 
descends down his chest. His eyes are sharp, 
but his whole image is calm. His body appears 
particularly large for a man, but for some odd 
reason, she doesn’t feel any fear when their eyes 
meet. There is a sense of security, as though she 
is being watched over by a loving father. 

The combination of his traditional clothes 


and modern backpack seem charming to the girl. 


Even as a stranger, she could already feel a sense 
of closeness to him. 

“Thank you so much for your help earlier.” 
The girl’s face beams with a smile as she thanks 
him. 


“Oh, I see. You must be the owner of that sto- 


len bag. Wonderful, I’m glad I could be of help.” 

“Yeah, a really important picture is in there... 
Honestly, thank you so much.” The girl brushes 
her fingers down the bag resting on her shoul- 
ders, as if caressing her child. 

The man nods slowly in response. “Hmm.” 

“T would like to thank you for your help, so... 
The girl trails off, her eyes drawn to the mush 
inside the plastic bag in his hands. “Oh...?’m so 


sorry. Because of me, your fruits were...” 

“Not at all. This is due to my lack of training. 
You need not concern yourself, young lady.” 

“But, if you'd like..-you can have this.” 

“What is it?” 

“T saw you sitting here, so I went and bought 
this at the nearby stall.” The girl smiles, pointing 
towards the stall sitting at the entrance of the 
park. His hardened expressions loosens as he 
listens to her explanation. 

“Oh...? My, this is truly an odd shape. I must 
say, there is a definite resemblance to pot- 
stickers.” 

“Tt’s called an empanada.” 

“Empanada... Hm. Are you giving me this 
‘empanada’?” 

“Yeah! Please, enjoy it!” 

The man puts aside the bag of crushed papa- 
yas and grabs the empanada with his large hand. 
With a single toss of his hand, he consumes the 
empanada whole. 

It’s a fried pastry with a thin bread-like sub- 
stance wrapped around a wealth of flavors from 
hot spices to meats and vegetables. The savory 
juices from the meat spill out and fill the man’s 
mouth, causing him to nod several times as 
he chews. 

“Delicious. The food of this world is truly 
astounding.” 

“This...world?” 

“Thank you, young lady. I am truly grateful.” 
The man thanks the girl and hands the paper bag 
back to her, with three empanadas still inside. 

The girl shakes her head, insisting that the 
whole bag is his. 

“Tam most grateful. I had actually used the 
last of my money to pay for those papayas.” The 
man lets out a laugh and sits back down onto the 
bench. “Young lady, why don’t you join me?” 

“Thank you...!” The girl winces as she holds 
her right ankle, carefully settling herself onto the 
bench. 

“Oh? Are you hurt?” 

“Yeah, when the guy stole my bag, he pushed 
me down, so...” 

“How terrible. That coward is no man.” 

“B-But I’m fine! There’s no need to worry 


> “Thank you again...Guan Yu.” 
With a small nod, Guan Yu takes his first, 
wide step. 


O 


Even while carrying a backpack on his front 
and a woman on his back, Guan Yu’s steps are as 
light as ever. Curious about the mysterious man, 
Emilia asks him a myriad of questions along their 
walk. Guan Yu is a sociable man who can keep up 
a light conversation and thinks on his feet. Before 
she realized it, it’s already been thirty minutes 
since they set off. 

Although they are nearing the summit, Emilia 
can't stop talking about herself. She tells him 
about the city where she was raised, stories of her 
time back when she was still a student, and about 
her dream job as a nurse that she'll be starting the 
day after tomorrow. 

“Hmm. You'll be working in a clinic in just a 
few days, will you? The clinics of this time are 
highly developed. You must have studied hard 
to work there.” Guan Yu nods multiple times, 
impressed by the young girl. 

Embarrassed, Emilia grips Guan Yu’s shoulders 
tightly, leaning forward to peek at the older man’s 
face. “Umm... What about you, Guan Yu? Where 
are you from?” 

“My story is a long one... I experienced death 
and woke up in a country called Japan. That’s 
where I boarded a ship, where I worked. Eventu- 
ally, I had found my way to a place called Easter 
Island.” 

“You...died?” Emilia didn’t think Guan Yu 
would be type to make jokes like that, so that 
must have been a metaphor of some sort. 

Being of Asian descent, it is hard to decipher 
just how old Guan Yu must be. But to Emilia, he 
looked like a man in his late twenties, perhaps 
early thirties. Being a man of experience, he 
must have suffered some terrible trauma that was 
almost like dying. 

“Wow... So then, why did you go from Japan to 
Easter Island?” 

“T am unsure myself. I followed the flow of 
life and that’s where it took me. I was much too 
busy trying to learn about this world. As for my 


destination, I had no place in mind.” 

“Oh... So, like, you were trying to find yourself, 
huh?” 

“Find myself? My, Lady Emilia, you have such 
a fantastic way with words.” With a light laugh, 
Guan Yu replies, “Yes, you might not be wrong 
about that.” Guan Yu lifts the arm supporting 
Emilia’s leg and readjusts her on his back. 

Emilia pulls back and buries her head into 
Guan Yu’s broad shoulders. 

“There, at Easter Island, is where I met a cer- 
tain gentleman and where I started my journey to 
find ‘bright’ places.” 

“Who did you meet?” 

“Well...” 

Guan Yu trails off as the summit of San 
Cristobal Hill comes into view. A large statue of 
Mother Mary stand tall at the top, overlooking 
the hill. 

“Lady Emilia! I see that we’ve arrived.” 

“Oh, wow! Yeah!” Emilia lets out a yell, excited 
to see the end of their long trek. Guan Yu picks 
up his pace and rushes towards their destination. 

By the time they reached the top, there were 
very few tourists left. Only a few young athletes 
had biked their way up from the base of the hill. 

“Thank you so much, Guan Yu. Can you let me 
down now?” 

“Of course, my lady.” 

As if handling a fragile item, Guan Yu carefully 
bends over and lowers Emilia to the ground. 
Once she’s off, he readjusts his backpack to his 
back and offers his arm for Emilia as support. 

“Thank you.” With a smile, Emilia grabs his 
arm once again and gazes down at the city from 
upon the hill. “Wow...” 

Emilia could see the whole city from up here. 
Large buildings, like the Gran Torre Santiago, are 
lined up from under her, and in the distance, she 
can make out the mountain ridge of the Andes. 
A thick, gloomy fog often covers the sky, created 
from the heavy air pollution in Santiago. But due 
to the rain they experienced in the morning, the 
sky is clear and the many details in the distance 
can be seen. 

“Hmm... The view of the whole city is beauti- 
ful. But the defenses in the heart of the city does 


> adjusting to Emilia’s injured ankle. Although he 


doesn’t show much emotion, Emilia can tell he’s a 
true gentleman who considers every detail. 

After a small walk, they reach the bus station. 
However, unfortunately, even the bus is currently 
not in service. It appears all the employees are on 
strike, so there’s no one to drive the bus. 

“No way...” 

“Tt looks like this is futile as well.” 

“But we came all the way here... I can’t believe 
we won't be able to visit the hill today...” Emilia 
sits down on the bench by the bus stop. Her 
shoulders are drooped, disappointed after the 
hard trek with her injured ankle. 

Seeing the disheartened girl, Guan Yu runs 
his hand down his beard and stares up at the hill 
above. “Must you reach the top of the hill today?” 

“Yeah... I really need to go there today,” 

“This isn’t just any hill to you, is it?” 

“You're right... The San Cristobal Hill is an 
important place to my mother... I want to visit it 
before I start my job. Once I’m working, I won't 
have a lot of time to come visit Santiago again.” 

“T see. You must live pretty far from here, 
then?” 

“Yeah, I’m from south of Chile.” 

With a quick “Excuse me,” Guan Yu shifts 
his focus to his backpack and pulls out a folded 
world map, displaying Chile. 

Emilia locates her city and points to it. “That 
is quite far. I would say it’s about...double the 
distance between Chengdu and Chang'an.” Guan 
Yu whispers to himself as he examines the map. 
As he contemplates her situation, Guan Yu real- 
izes that Emilia must have came to Santiago with 
deep feelings buried in her heart. 

“Very well. We have no choice then. We must 
get you to the top of that hill today.” 

“But there’s no way. It sucks, but... P’Il have to 
give it up.” 

“From what I can see, that hill is but a small 
mountain.” Emilia follows Guan Yu’s finger, 
pointed directly at the hill. 

“We can follow the paved road and walk up 
the path.” 

“T can’t. My ankle hurts. There’s no way I can 
make it all the way up there. I’m sorry, Guan 


Yu... I’m really grateful you’re willing to make the 
journey with me, but...” 

“Wait, Lady Emilia.” Guan Yu lowers his 
backpack again and swings it forward. He pulls 
the straps back behind his shoulders and carries 
the pack on his chest. 

“Lady Emilia, please climb on my back.” 
“What?” Emilia stares, wide-eyed, as Guan 
Yu squats down, his back facing her. “But...No, I 

can’t possibly...” 

“Tf you don’t go today, then you will regret this 
decision for the rest of your life.” 

Staring at Guan Yu’s wide back, Emilia 
can feel the heavy meaning behind his words. 
Regret...for a whole lifetime. It’s as if his back 
tells of a long history of all kinds of people once 
had to carry. 

Carefully, as to not agitate her ankle, Emilia 
makes her way towards Guan Yu. She slowly 
reaches out and places both of her hands on his 
shoulders. “Are you sure about this?” 

“A man never goes back on his word.” 

His back is thick and rigid. “That’s a lot of 
muscle...” Emilia thought, staring at the hand 
she placed on him which looked like a child’s 
compared to his wide shoulders. 

“Okay... Thank you.” 

“Right.” 

Emilia leans her body weight into Guan Yu’s 
back as he stands up with ease. 

“Eeek!” 

“My apologies, that must have been too sud- 
den. You were much lighter than I anticipated.” 
“T don’t think I’m that light... Umm, if ?m 
actually too heavy, just say something, okay? I'll 

get off your back right away.” 

“T’ve carried two injured men and escaped a 
battlefield once before. There’s no need for you 
to worry.” 

“Battlefield...2? Oh, you mean, like at work? 
You carried two injured men to the hospital?” 
Thinking that Guan Yu is the type of man who 
would never leave someone in trouble, Emilia just 
assumes that he would see a place of work as a 
battlefield. 

“Now then, let us start walking.” 


> expression on his face, stood rigid and still under 
the statue. The average passerby would probably 
be scared to approach him. But Emilia is proud to 
know that this large, imposing man is far kinder 
than his looks. 

“Here I go!” 

“Come at me, Lady Emilia!” The rough reply, 
as if he’s fighting a duel, makes Emilia giggle 
unexpectedly. 

The shutter sounds a few times as she takes 
several pictures from differing angles. “There you 
go! All done. Here, you should take a look.” 

“Thank you, my lady.” 

“Tt’s no problem! Oh, but...do you think we 
can get a picture together?” 

“Of course. Let’s find someone who can help 
us.” Guan Yu approaches a young man who’s 
enjoying the view of the city and asks him to take 
the picture. After handing him his phone, he 
takes Emilia by the hand and the two make their 
way up the steps. 

“Guan Yu, lift your arms.” 

“Hm? Like this?” 

‘A little higher. Yeah, like that! Just like the 
Mother Mary statue.” 

“Very well.” 

“Oh, and don’t forget to smile.” 

“Smile? ButI don’t know if I can smile on 


” 


cue... 

“Just do it! Think of something happy!” Emilia 
strikes her pose and turns towards the camera. 

“Something happy... Hmm.” 

After a few seconds, Guan Yu lifts his head 
and the corners of his mouth are seen curled 
up. He seems to have found a happy memory to 
think back on. 

“Here I go: Three, two, one...” 

Ker-chak. 

The young man presses the shutter button. 

“Thank you, young lad.” The young man hands 
the phone back to Guan Yu, who thanks him 
before he steps back to where his friends are. 
The Chinese warrior begins to click through his 
phone, opening the camera app. 

“Howd it turn out? I sit ‘bright’ enough?” 
Emilia grabs hold of Guan Yu’s arm and pushes 
herself up, trying to take a peek. 


Staring at the picture, Guan Yu runs his hand 
down his beard again. “Hmm.” 

There on his phone, is a picture of Emilia and 
Guan Yu, both with bright smiles on their faces 
and arms up in the air. Behind them is the great 
statue of Mother Mary, watching over the pair. 

“This is great! Look, we’re all doing the same 
pose!” 

Emilia smiles with a burst of energy, pulling 
up her mother’s picture to compare. Just like the 
picture of her mother and grandfather, Guan Yu 
and Emilia stood in front of the Mother Mary 
statue, wearing bright smiles across their lips. 

“Send that to me later, okay?!” 

“Very well. I will use this picture this time.” 

“Huh? What’re you doing with it?” 

“T’m uploading it onto Instagram.” Guan Yu 
casually says with a firm expression. 

“Oh, right... You’re on Instagram, huh?” 
Watching Guan Yu fidget seriously with the In- 
stagram application seemed charming to Emilia. 
She couldn't help but giggle. 

“It’s my way of connecting with that specific 
person. I’m sure this picture will also bring a 
smile to his face.” Guan Yu continues to type on 
his account, “Guan Yu@s0000KM”, adding in 
hashtags such as “#Chile” “#SanCristobalHill” 
“H# APlaceOfMemories” to the picture before he 
posts it. 

Emilia giggles by his side, searching on her 
own personal phone until she lets out an energet- 
ic, “I found you!” and presses ‘Follow’ under his 
account. 


-END- 


> appear weak from what I can see...” Guan Yu’s 


rigid expression slackens. “However, I am well 
aware that this world no longer requires raging 
war. This period of time is a peaceful one. It’s a 
dream that we once strived for... A world that has 
finally attained peace.” 

A wind blows past, carrying Guan Yu’s beard 
into the air. 

“Guan Yu! That’s it! I think that’s the spot!” 

Emilia didn’t hear Guan Yu’s mumbling. She 
pulls on his arm and takes out a photo of the 
Mother Mary statue from her bag. 

“This is my mom and my grandfather. They 
took it several decades ago.” 

“Hmm... They looks a lot like you, Lady Emil- 
ia. You share your grandfather’s eyes.” 

“You really think so?” Emilia giggles. 

The picture shows an energetic girl with 
her father, both with hands raised to copy the 
Mother Mary statue. After showing the picture 
to Guan Yu, Emilia lets out a heavy sigh. 

“My mom...she died a month ago. She prom- 
ised me we'd visit this spot together one day, 
but...that dream never came true.” 

“My condolences, Lady Emilia...” 

“My mom was a nurse, you know? She was 
really happy when I became a nurse too. I want 
to become just as amazing as she was... That’s 
why I really wanted to visit this hill before I start 
my job. Since, you know...we made a promise...to 
come here together...” 

“That’s a praiseworthy attitude. Truly wonder 
ful.” Guan Yu gives her a meek nod before the 
both of them turn their eyes to the Mother Mary 
statue. 

“Guan Yu, I really want to thank you for 
bringing me all the way here. I'll never forget 
the kindness you showed me today. Thank you.” 
From the bottom of heart, Emilia thanks the 
kind warrior. 

Guan Yu returns her thanks with a wide smile. 
“T was just repaying you for the favor of your kind 
meal. You need not thank me.” 

“It’s nothing big. I just bought you a few 
pastries... You don’t have to think of it as a favor. 
I...really don’t know what to say...” Emilia feels 
touched by Guan Yu’s humble spirit. 


“Lady Emilia, I am certain your mother must 
have been very proud of you. You are an admi- 
rable daughter for traveling this long distance 
when you're short on time just to fulfil a promise. 
Your mother is watching you from the heavens 
above, surely overjoyed for the wonderful woman 
you've become... Just like this statue of Mother 
Mary.” Guan Yu stares at the statue, as if he’s seen 
something bright and dazzling. 

Hearing his words, tears begin to stream down 
Emilia’s face. Her eyes cast down to the picture 
in her hand of her smiling mother as the tears 
continue to fall. Her mother looked so happy, 
having made their way to the top of the hill with 
her beloved father. 

Plip... Plip... Her tears drip down and scatter 
as they hit the photo. “You...really think so...?” 

“You've done well, Lady Emilia. You're living 
your life at your best.” 

“Thank you... Thank you...” 

The two of them stand still, watching the 
beautiful scenery of the city below. 

Emilia thinks to herself, if she continues to 
cry, her mother would definitely be saddened. 
With a quick “Okay!” Emilia wipes the tears from 
her face and her expression beams with a lovely 
smile. 


O 


“Guan Yu, let’s look for that ‘bright’ spot and 
get you a picture. I'll help!” 

“Oh, that’s right. I almost forgot. Thank 
you for your help.” Guan Yu reaches into his 
traditional robes and pulls a phone from his 
sleeves. Surprisingly, it’s the latest model. 

Emilia takes the phone, which isn’t password 
protected, and finds the camera app. She readies 
the phone for his grand picture. 

“Let’s see... Having the statue of Mother Mary 
in the back will probably look best.” 

“True.” Guan Yu makes his way up the stairs 
and positions himself under the statue. “Is this 
fine?” 

“Yeah! I think it'll look great.” 

This large man, the size of a warrior from the 
Chinese movies Emilia is used to seeing on TV, 
with a backpack on his back, and an emotionless 
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